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ere REC! LUSE. selmo. Wishing to prepare her for the dreadful She returned to Herstal!, and reiained alone 


(Continued from page 181.) 


At this dreadful sight, the Maiden of Under- 
lach made the air echo with hersbrieks. Asshe 
knelt near the livid body of her father, she sought 
to raise him from the earth, and called on him by 
the tenderest appellations. Ursula ran towards 
her, exclaiming, as she gazed on the body, *‘ The 
Monster! I foresaw this. Another victim!’ 

* Assassinated!’ exclaimed the horror-struck 
Orphan, ‘ where then is his wound? where is the 
blood” aad her trembling hands sought in vain 
for the evidences of murder. 

‘ Perhaps,’ resuined she, ‘he has only fainted. 
The fatigue of his journey—his great age—this 
fatal tempest! And it was for me that he expo- 
sed his life. I have been the cause of his death. 
Ursula run to the village: prompt assistance 
may perhaps restore him to life.’ 

Ursula obeyed, and hastened as fast as age 
and iufirmity would permit; but she was far 
from entertaining the same hopesas Elodie. * It 
is all over,’ said she to herself: ‘his folly bas 
merited his fate.’ 

The daughter of St. Maur remained alone with 
the old man, whose lifeless form was extended 
onthe wet heath of the forest. She chafed the 
icy fingers of her father, and her scalding tears 
bathed his discoloured face. She spoke to hia; 
asked questions, and in her despair paused for 
an answer. Then, convinced that he had ceased 
to exst, she abandoned herself to the violeneé 
grief 

Ursula returned at last, followed by tsvo pea- 
sauts, and accompanied by Mareceliue. At the 
sight of the latter Eledie arose, and, bathed in 
tears, threw herself into her arms. 

While the peasants were preparing the litter 
on which they were to carry Herstall to the ab- 
wey Marceline endeavoured to console the Or- 

an. 
$ * Does he live” cried Elodie. 

Marceline bent over the body of the old man, 
avd placing her head on his heart appeared to 
listen fur a moment—‘ He is alive!’ she exclaim- 
ed; and Elodie uttered a scream of joy. 

‘Has the victim escaped” said Ursula, with 
surprise. ; 

‘ Do you suspect murder ? quickly interrupted 
Marceline. 

*Do [ suspect murder?’ repeated Ursula— 
*Herstall was reiurniag from the wild mountain. 

Atthis reply, the i:dignant Marceline con- 
temptuously turned away her head. The pras- 
ants, bearing the body of Herstall, descended 
the mountain, and Elodie, supported by Marce- 
line, followed the mourufal procession. aud in 
the shadows of night the train of desolation and 
death traversed in silence the deserted court- 
yard of the abbey. 





BOOK VI. 

Every assistance that art could devise was ad- 
ministered to the old man. The miserable Elo- 
die quitted not her adopted father, who had re- 
mained iusensible during the night. Anselmo, 
the Esculapius of the valley, devoted his whole 
attentiou to the invalid, but despaired of saving 
his life. Not a word of hope escaped his lips, 
aud the silence of the good pastor presaged 
Herstall’s approaching death. 

The tears of Elodie, her frightful paleness, | 
and her low groans affected the venerable An- 


ci, ae 
————_ 




















event which would bereave her of a second fa- 
lrer. *My daughter,’ said he, ‘if it should 


please God to call to himself the pure soul of 


Hers:all let us be thankfal for the termination o 
bis sufferings. The gates of immortality are al- 
ready opened for his reception, aud the spirits 
of heaven are celebrating the departure of their 
newly chosen companion from earth. The au- 
gel of death catis him to the enjoyment of per- 
fect felicity. The funeral bed of the just is like 
the holy ark in which the spirit of God descends 
Depart, spotless virgin! it is you alone who are 
to be pitied.” 

‘No,’ exclaimed Elodie, ‘ No, I will never quit 
his death bed.’ 

At this moment she perceived Herstall move, 
and a ray of Hope darted on her soul. New at- 
tempts were twade to restore animation to the 
stiffened limbs of the old man, and success was 
the result’ A slight colour tinged his cheek, 
and his eyes once more grected the Jight. 

A few ininutes afterwards Herstall appeared 
to recognize the deur objects that surregr ied 
him. His eyes were fixed on the Orphaa — 
the most melancholy expression, and he emde® 
voured to address himself to her The effeet 
was fruitless, for his limbs remained paralized, 
and the power of utterance was denied. 

‘Ob! my father” said Elodie, approaching 
Anselmo, “ disguise nothing from me Could a 
natural cause have produced this effect, or is 
Herstall the victim of some barbarous enemy. 
whe hastened the hour of his death?” 


‘There is no proof that this is the case,’ re- 


plied Anselmo. - 

‘ You do not then suspect a crime?’ 

‘Ifa crime has been coinmitted, at least no 
trace has been left as a proof of it. Herstall’s 
fall in the forest has been occasioned by applo- 
plexy. No guilty hand, no homicidal weapon, 
has been raised against him. The fatigne of his 
long walk, the tempest, and perhaps some violent 
emotion of the mind, have hasteved the fatal at- 
tackwhich I have for a long time dreaded. 

This reply relieved the heart of the Orphan 
from an oppressive weight, aud her blood once 
more circulated freely in her veins. But, alas! 
like the terrible prophet, who, under the wall 
of the temple of Solomon, cried “ Woe to Jeru- 
salem /” Anselmo in an inspired voice resumed. 

‘A fatal veil conceals the circumstances 
which preceded the fall of Herstall in the forest. 
Perhaps were this veil to be withdrawn, a hor- 
rible nystery—but leave to the Supreme Being 
the vengeance of secret crimes ‘here is 
another tribunal than that of human justice, and 
the aceusing cry will be heard in the midst of 
solitade. Like a fragile vase, the colossus will 
be broken. Vainly will sin elevate his deceitful 
and triamphant throne on the high places of the 
earth. The thunder roils above the mountain.’ 

As he uttered these words, his voice and look 
were both superhuman. It seemed as though a 
superior power ha‘ directed his discourse. The 
virgin of Underlach shuddered, her head fell on 
her bosom, tears flowed from her eyes. 

One day more had passed into the gulf which 
swallows months, years, and ages; and the 
daughter of Saint Maur, retiring to her cham- 
ber, vainly sought a few hours sleep. Her 
exhausted form required repose, to enable her 
to wafch by the bed of her expiring father. 
Sleep. however, visited not her eyelids, nor re- 
pose her soul. 
















with him. The old man could not speak, but 
his looks, more expressive than ever, scemed to 
entreat the Orphan to interrogate him, as if he 
had conceived the hope of repiying otherwise 
than by words. 

‘Oh! my father!’ said Elodie, ‘do not leave 
yourchild” She fancied that the band slie heli 
slightly pressed hers. “ Fatal journey!” contin- 
ued she; “ perhaps, but for the fatigue you have 
undergone--bat for your iuterview with the 
Recluse—’ ' 

The terrified used, for, at the name 
of the Recluse, Herstall seemed suddeuly horror 
struck. Fury flashed from his eyes, and his 
soul seemed endeavourieg to burst the bonds 
which impeded the power of uticrance. A vio- 
lent effort, like the last convulsion, restored mo- 
tion to his dying lips. A few alimost inaudable 
sounds, a few scarcely intelligible accents, were 
distingaishable, and Elodie caught the words, 
* The wr -aater'—Ah! miserable girl, fy—’ 

The e,,ation of his look was moincutary, bis 
limbe sti.-.aed, his voice was gone, aud his 

ceased. The hue of death seemed ra 
pidiy goreading over bis convulsed fratures.— 
AN was over! acd fhe angel of death had a’. 
ready drawn the curtain of cternity between 
the Orphaw and the dying man. 

Herstall had termmated his mortal carecr 
some days, and Anselmo’s cares now devolved 
on Elodie, who, almost annihilated by sorrow, 
ee ed insensible to the tender attentions of the 
pastor of Underlaci. A mortal paleness over 
spread her features, plaintive groans alunc esea 
ped her lips and existence wearisome. 

The flower, beaten down by the storm, wil! 
in time raise its dreopiug head, and the dangh- 
ter of Saint Maur escaped the scythe of morta!- 
ity. But deprived of the sofe sxpport of her 
youth, she regretted having survived him, and 
dared not think of the future. 

She slowly walked towards the balcony of the 
monastery, and gazed around her in silence.— 
The bright car of the god of day was traversing 
the etherial plains. His rays had dissipated the 
vapours which overhung the mountains, and 
their white summits, covered with snow, spark- 
led on the azure herizon. The meadows were 
enamelled with flowers, and all vature appeared 
to the Orphan beautifal and pure as in the day 
of its creation. The cascade murmured in the dis- 
tance and its silver waves wound thro” the green. 
sward The air echoed with the joyful song of 
birds: ‘Alas'’ cried the Orphan, in a plain- 
tive tone, ‘nothing in nature is changed but 
my existence, and my fate; nothing is altered 
but this heart, overwhelmed with regret, 

As she La her tears fell in torrents. Alas! 
the sight of a poor and serene sky, and a smiling 
prospect, is but mockery to the heart which is 
broken by adversity Whatever regrets depart- 
ed genius or worth may have excited awong 
mankind, Heaven has not a tear for them, nor 
earth a sigh. Nature pursues her accustomed 
course, and, indifferent cowards man, who ima- 
gines her created for him, neither notices bis 
birth nor mourns his dvath. 

The last wishes of Herstall was obeyed. At 
the extremity of the gardens of the monastery 
was a retired spot, surrounded by large trees, 
whose thick foilage intercepted the rays of the 
sun. There his mortal remaius were deposited, 
No monument was raised to his memory, ne 
stone marked his grave, no ealogizing inscription 
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recorded his virtues. ‘The adopted father of 
Elodie had forbidden these pomps of death, 
these vanities of dust; and a rustic cross only | 
The venerable pastor of Underlach seldom 
quitted the Orphan. He washer only support, 
and sought, by his attertive cares and pious 
conversation, to heal her wounded soul. Ansel- 
mo knew the intentions of his departed friend, 
and sent his young nephew Conrad to juform 
the Countess Imberg of the death of Herstail. 
Me was every day expecting the return of Con. 
yad, and the answer of the baroness. !t was 
Lie that the new protectréss of Elodie 
would seck her herself, and the provident Ansel- 
mo had prepared an apartment for her.in the 
monastery. ' . 

Elodie recovered her strength, and the first 
suggestion of her convalescence was to offer her 
prayers to the Eternal at the grave of Herstall. 
At the decline of day she crossed the park, and 
on reaching the mouruful spot threw herself in 
a0 agony of tears on the ground. *Oh! my fa- 
ther? cried she, what have I to anticipate, 
stranger as T am on the face of the globe, but an 
inerease of suffering? Can I expect pity from 
mankiad? Ob! let your prayers obtain for me a 
deliverance from tite and its woes, let the fatal 














chains which bind me to existence en, 
and the celestial gates which lead e habita- 
tions of the biessed be unclosed to tme! 


Leaning against the sepulclfal ‘cross, the 
daughter of Saint Maur, absorbed in medi- 
unmindfal of the flight of tine. She 


fore the tomb of Herstall, her prayer to the 
Throne of Heaven was no longer the same. 

‘He a monster! be a marderer!’ whispered 
the heart of the Orphan. ‘ Had Virtue herself 
descended to earth under a mortal guisc, codld 
she have chosen a more celestial form to inhabit? 
The expiring Herstall might have been delirious ; 
ought I to have believed the accusations of a 
wandering mind?’ 

‘You have supposed me guilty,’ said the Re- 
cluse, in a reproachfal accent, as he advanced 
towards her. *You have accused me of the 
murder of Herstall.” 

These words secined to reply to the secret 
thoughts of Elodie: the mysterious stranger 
then could read her inmost soul. The voice of 
the Recluse was so soothing to her heart, its 
magie tones were so expressive, that the Orphan 
forbore to interrupt him. She dared not speak, 
leat she should lose one word from his lips. 

‘Pure and spotless virgin,’ resumed he, ‘! 
wished to see you once more, that I might be 
justified in your eyes. On the mortal remains 
of Herstall, befere this sacred cross, and in the 
presence of Heaven, I swear that the Recluse 
hag never profaned his wild retreat by any 
cr ’ 





He ‘paused ; and as he raised his hand to the 
sacred emblem of redemption, he seemed to de- 





pret: be 

shruok with affright from the remetibrance of 
the Recluse, and repeated to herself the last 
words of her expiring father. The iwhabitant of 
the mountain, that mysterious individual no 
red to her a celestial being; #hé 


er seis 


however, think him a t of eri. 
Since the death of her attached a 
sort of terror to the name ofthe Recluse. She 


might have sufficient courage to fly from his 
presence, but to forget him was impossible. 

The rays of twilight mered through the 
dark grove, when Elodie, aroused from her 
pn: ecg chilled by the damp air of evening. 

pale as the leaf of the aspen, trembling in 
the moonlight, pork Rear her drooping head 
What object strikes her astonished eyes! Bean- 
tiful as she had seen him, when with his tute in 
his he seemed the Orpheus of the Elysian 
fields, the hunter of the mountain, leaning 
against a dark cy Press, was contemplating her 
in motionless silence. His right hand negli- 
oy hea apart of bis cloak, which had fallen 
shoulder, and which bang io graceful 
folds, like the royal! of the Ovesars. His 
Diack hair fell in disordered masses around bis 
bared and manly forehead. The moon, as it 
shone through the foilage, seemed to wrap him 
in 2 silver scarf, and its trembliag beams shed a 
magic circle around his form. Less lovely was 
Endymion, when in the groves of Elis, he stop- 
Ped a ow vt yyy seducing seemed the 
us est to the e 
nym oe yes of the 
composed mien of the conqueror of Eg. 
bert, the touching and serene cnprasion of be 
countenance, banished in an instant, from the 
heart of Elodie, every painful recollection, and 
horrid reflection. At his approach, every dread- 
fal impression was effaced from her mind, and 
the enchanter of the mountain had regained his 
ascendancy. 

The Orphan fancied she saw a pious tear drop 
from bis eve oa the tomb of Herstall. His pre- 
sence in the funeral grove was a last homage to 
the memory of her departed father. The Re- 
clase was absolved, in her opinidn, of the guilt 

, of murder, and she felt a secret sensation of joy 
and tender gratitude atthe thought. A brilliant: 
light appeared to have illumined her dark inedi- 





fy the power of heaven or earth to falsify his so- 
lemn asseveration. 

*flerstall!’ cried he, ‘if I attempted thy life, 
even in thought, let thy voice be heard from the 

ve! If 1 have spoken aught but truth, come 

rth, and denounce the criminal!” 

The heart of Elodie throbbed violently; bat 
her agitation was somixed withterror. Every 
suspicion was destroyed, every fear vanished ; 
and, far from feeling terror at her present situa- 
tion, she was desirous to prolong its duration 

1 see,’ continued the Recluse, * that I am jus- 
tified in your sight; you believe my oath— 
adieu" 

* Do you forgive my unjust suspicions” cried 
the Orphan, in a timid voice, as he was depart- 
ing. 

‘Appearances were against me, and you 
might reasonably have thought me guilty. | 
have long endured the weight of human con- 
demnation, and injustice cannot now surprize me.’ 

* You are leaving me,’ said Elodie, as she saw 
him quitting the grove, ‘and perhaps forever,’ 

As she uttered these words, the Maiden of 
Underlach involuntary moved towards him, and 


= 


nance. 


‘Would you indeed regret my departure * 
exclaimed the Recluse. 


and ¢] 
of Pring 
Ove 
mountain, forgetting all his resolutions, 
his knees at her feet. 
‘ Yes,” cried he, 
avowal, yes I love you. You alone, 
celestial vision, 

























LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 





thing tome, and yet Elodie can never 
‘Never? repeated the Orphan, an 


betrayed. 


tations, and a divine breath to bave dissipated #recalled me to life. Here below, Elodie is 
the clouds which hovered round her horizon, 
The path of life seemed no louger the dreary 
designated the place of sepuiture. track of the desert; she ceased to feel herself |jone tender and despairing word, her 

‘alone in the universe, and as she again knelt be- 


be mine’ 
d in that 


‘Look around you,’ continued he, wildy. 
‘beneath this flowery turf lies death, this oni: 


thyself.’ 


dwelling against me.’ 


port her. 


on the elm of the valley. 


love me?” 


from his arms. 


ruptly addressed her: 








: Innocent creature, consent to 
elmed with emotion, the hunter of the |} come like an emanation from heaven, 
fell on ||form the abyss into elysium. 

passage, withouta dwelling or a cow 
‘you force me to the fatal sessing naught on earth but his cherish 
like a }| panion; T shall desire in my 
appeared amidst darkness, and jj treasures than thy love, no ot 


grove isatomb. Unfortunate gir}! ny fate re 
sembles this deceitful turf, my love ihis fatal 
grove. Adored Elodie, let me fly from thee. 
Let me be cast on a sea of suffering and despair 
Let me be at the mercy of waves, and pursued 
by the tempest; it isthe wili of heaven, and| 
submit to my destiny. But let the victim of th 
wreck perish alone. There is yet time sare 


close, like the spirits of heaven, the gates of thy 


The Maiden of Underlach, chilled with terre, 
could scarcely sustain her trembling limbs. 

‘ Rise, crue! being,’ said she, * Alas' how em 
[ reply to you' you have broken my heart.’ 

The Recluse saw her fainting, and flew to sy 
As he threw his arm round her slende 
form, she for an instant rested her head on bis | 
bosom, fike the white blossom of the ivy 


The virgin light 


His looks lost their ferocious expression, and 
his features their wildness, as he tenderly prew- 
ed the adored Orphan to his bosom. The virgin 
of Underlach heard this sweet interrogation of 
love, and as she recovered her senses, gently 
repulsed the Recluse, and disengaged hers 


* Do I love you?’ replied she, ‘ why should 
make the confession? have you not told me thal 
Elodie never can be yours” 

The Recluse appeared fearful of replying; * 
thousand contending emotions seemed to over Ee 
whelm him. He quitted the spot with precipi & 
tion, and paced with rapid strides the sombre 
grove; then, returning to the Orphan, he a- 


‘How can I hope that Elodie will ever 
mine? A proscribed unhappy wanderer, wit 
can I offer toa wife? but a rock of exile, a wil 
grief was depicted on her charming counte. || hut, and an unknown name, and a wretched ¢ 


Like the 


ntry; por 


ed coll 


solitude, no o 
her recollection 


* My ravings terrify you,’ added he; seek no j 
Elodie, to comprebend the being who address 
; becontent torepulse him — Earthly anges, 


sem 
* * 


MS he nite 


~ AAS, “te 


of the star of love, illumined ber celestial 
countenance, and her half-closed eye-lasba 
concealed her enchanting eyes. Less lovely 
was Psyche on the edge ef the fatal precipice 
when Zephyrus bore her away insensible. 
The unkuown of the desert contemplated her 
in silence—and a burning fire ran through bis 
veins; suddenly he exclaimed in a tone of pu. 
sion, ‘Elodie, can it be true? Elodie dost th: § 
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than thy sacrifices, no other sncheens than } 


thy presence.” 

‘Alone in the midst of our mou 
from the habitations of men, surrou 
cloud of love and pleasure, weshall p ugh 
life happy and unenvied, because unseem® Alas! 
1 have known splendour, and have learned to 
despise it; I have possessed riches, and reject- 
ed them; I have been cherished by fame, and 
have cursed her dictates. Oh! purest of virgins, 
in this vale of misery, love is the only alleviating 
balm. Love, like a circle of glory surrounds 
the heart ; yes love isa ray of light escaped 
from the abodes of celestial bliss, a foretaste of 
eternal life. Answer me, Elodie, answer, will 
you then share my fate” 

As he pronounced these words, the hunter of 
the mountain seized the hand of the Orphan, 
and was leading her fromthe grove. Softened, 
yet dismayed, she raised her eyes to heaven 
for advice, and resisted but feebly. At this 
moment the moon sunk beneath the horizon, 
and thick shadows enveloped the face of nature. 
The howling of the winds echoed through the 
distant forest, like a plaintive voice imploring 
help for the innocent. 

‘Hold,’ cried Elodie, for God’s sake, hold; 
whither are you leading me?! 

‘To the mountain! to love! to happiness! 
replied the Reciuse, in a tone of transport, as 
he drew her onwards with greater rapidity. 

* No,’ replied the Orphan, with energy, as 
she felt her conrage return, ‘no, I can follow 
none but a husband; and at the altar alone can 
you acquire the right of disposing of me.’ 

‘ There are altars in the desert.” cried the Re- 
cluse, with all the vehemence of passion. 
eternal can every wsere receive the vows of 
man. The torches of Love and Hymen can 
blaze throughout the world. Dare to coufide 
in me, tender flower of the valley. I swear 
that thy virgin purity shall remain unsullied, 
and that a minister of heaven sball unite our 
fate. Thy 
and thy nuptial couch shall be pure. Oh my be-' 
loved ! consent to follow me My love for thee! 
has restored the guides of my youth, and the 
first impulses of my life. Yes! honour, faith, 
enthusiasm, aud virtue, again inhabit my 
breast.’ 

* No,’ repeated Elodie, in asupplicating voice, 
and resisting his efforts, ‘no, I dare not follow 

au. Oh, leave me!’ 

The Recluse desisted, asshe uttered this ir- 
resistible cry of innocence Like a flash of 
lightning, the moment of enthusiasm had pas- 
sed away, like an airy vapour, the enchanting 
picture had disappeared. Painful realities su- 
perseded his dreams of happiness, dreadful re- 
collections dixsipated his illusions, and sudden 
thoughts recalled him to himself. 

‘Pardon me.’ exclaimed the inexplicable be- 
ing as he dropped the hand of the Orphan.— 
* Did I dare to hope that you would love me; 
would follow me to a desertrock! was I worthy 
of such a sacrifice? No, my insensate wishes 
insulted heaven and earth. I can execute justice 
on myself——you are ‘free.’ 

Never did regret, grief, repentance, or des- 
pair utter more heart-rending words. The Or- 
phan was at liberty, and yet she remained by 
his side motionless asif enchained. 

‘Return to the monastery,’ resumed he, ina 
melancholy tone, ‘ new inhabitants—new friends 
will replace your adopted father in your heart. 
M y you be happy! As for me, to-morrow I 
shall become an exite from the valley. Beyond 
lake Morat, and far from Underlach, is a moun- 
tain, from the summit of which the tower of the 


ins, far 
by a 
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* The | 


husband shall be worthy of thee, | 





will soon terminate my misery. Farewell! 
Should misfortune threaten you, and the pres- 
ence of the Recluse be required to save you! 
from danger, light a sigual-fire in that high) 
tower, on which, until the last moment of my ex-, 
istence, my eyes will be* fixed, and I will ap-| 
pear.’ 

He ceased, and suddenly tearing from the Or- 
phan, fied with rapidity from the garden of the 
monastery. Unfortunate Elodie' never will the: 
sccnes of this evening be effaced from thy meuio- 
ry. 

BOOK VII. | 

The star of day had twice performed his ac- | 
customed course round the earth since the ap-| 
pearance of the Recluse at the grave of Her- 
stall. Conrad had not returned to the monas-| 
tery, and Anselmo was at a loss to account for) 
his prolonged absence. The youth had scarcely 
attained his fifteenth year, and perhaps sone fa- 
tal accident had happened to him; he might 
bave lost his way amidst the mountains, or his 
life had perhaps been attacked. The fatigue of 
so long a journey might have proved too much 
for him. The uneasy Anselino counted the mo- 
ments with impatience. Conrad was the son 
of a darling sister, and was likewise his own 
pupil. He lamented that he had dispatched this 
tenderly beloved youth on an errand, frow 
which he began to despair of his return. 

From her noiseless chasiot the spouse of Fre- 
bus bad cast a thick veil over thestarry vauit-of 
heaven, and the hour of midnight was past, 
when suddenly a loud knocking was heard at 
the door of the presbytery. The venerable: 
pastor arose in baste to greet his adopted son, 
who he supposed had arrived ; and lightiag his 
lamp, ran himself to unclese the door of dis’ 
hospitable abode. 

A stranger of a lofty stature presented himself 
before bim: in his band was an immense club. 
cevered with blood; his garments were dripping | 
with water, and he resembled Hercules when 
he appeared to Cineus,* as the conqueror of the 
river Achelous. 

The unknown bore in his arms an inanimate’ 
form; and sinking with fatigue, seemed to} 
breathe with difficulty. Ashe advancec, the 
Pastor of Underlach drawing back with horror,’ 
recognise: i the insensible body borne by the 
stranger. the pale and biceding form of his dear 
Conrad. 
‘Fear nothing,’ cried the unknown, ‘ this: 
blood is mine, it was shed for Conrad.’ 

‘He is dead" said the miserable old man. 

* He has only fainted ; basten to assist him.’ 
Alarge fire was lighted, and the stranger 
placed bis burthen on a bed near the hearth — 
The clothes of the youth were completely wet, 
his limbs were frozen, and it was long before 
he was restored to animation 

‘You have saved him,’ exclaimed Anselmo, 
in a gratefulaccent; ‘ but where? 

‘On the brink of the torrent.’ 

‘ From what dangers ” 

* From the sword of the assassin.’ 

‘What! you alone!” 

‘Yes, with the assistance of heaven.’ 

‘ Brave stranger! who are you’’ 

‘ The Recluse of the Wild Mountain.’ 

At this name the affrighted pastor became 
silent and motionless. At length, suddenly ad- 
dressing hime said, whoever you are, my 
your generous self-devotion. 
interrupted him, and with 









a disdainful nd bitter smile, exclaimed in 
in a wild titude! does gratitude exist 








monastery may be distinguished, there will I 
go to prepare my tomb A momentary light 
piercing through the gloom serves but to render 
darkness more dreadful. Death my only hope, 





| 








The astoni ‘ik o looked at him with 
emotion. ‘Incomprehénsible mortat" said he, 
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‘doubtless the arrows of adversity have been 
darted against you; but a soul like yours should 
rise superior to the ills of tiie. Celestia! 
justice!....’ 

‘Celestial justice!’ echoed the Recluse, with 
ungovernable fury. 

‘Hold,’ interrupted the holy man, in bis turn 


‘| with holy energy, ‘ Hold you were going to utter 


blasphemy.” 

The terrible stranger could not resist the voice 
of the minister of heaven. His undaunted soul 
yielded tothe ascendancy of virtue and piety ; 
and he became calm and silent. 

‘My son,’ resumed the pastor, in a tone of 
tender interest, as he approached him, ‘ you are 
wounded ” 

‘Wounded!’ repliedthe Recluse, wildly, and 
as though he understood not the word, ‘ wound- 
ed! what then? 

‘ Let me bind up your wounds’ 

‘ My wounds are incurable ;’ replied he, as 
he placed his hand on his heart. 

* Noble preserver of Conrad,’ cried Anselmo, 
detaining the retreating stranger, ‘leave me 
not; deign toaccept an asylum for the night, 
and toseek repose beneath this hospitable roof.’ 

The voice of the old man was supplicating, 
but the stranger wasresolute ; * No,’ replied. he, 
‘my asylum is thecavern of the rock; my re- 
pose can only be in the grave.’ 

*Miste'p being, exclaimed the afflicted 
priest, wy consolations. .... 

Did I request your consolations? baughtily 
inquired the inflexible mortal. 1 expect none 
from God or man. Return to Conrad ; to your son. 

The unhappy man is my son, replied Ansel- 
mo, you who are at once above and below human 
nature, what language have you dared to utter? 

At these words the Recluse recovered his 
recollection; and, in a calm and solewn tone, 
replied, Anselmo, bhave long known your 





cpinion of me. Apostie of the Gospel be leas 
severe, be more charitable in your judgments! 
Appearances are deceitful; but mystery does 
not always conceal crime. Were I even more 
guilty than unfortunate, remember that the last 
words of our Redeemer were words of pardon. 
Minister of the God of Mercy! it is thy duty 
to absoive, and net to condemn 

As he concluded these words the hunter of 
the mountain departed from the presbytery. 

The radiant and blushing Aurora had issued 
from her palace of iight, avd leading her glit- 
tering coursers forth, chased away the shades 
of night, when Marceline sought the Orphaa 
of the Abbey. 

Conrad is returned, cried she, and be bas 
narrowly escaped death. 

The virgin of Underlach looked at her with 

surprise, and Marcelixe continued. Conrad, 
said she, had seen the conntess Imberg, and, 
charged with her answer and some presents for 
Anselmo, was returning to the presbytery ; the 
imprudent youth had, however, exposed the 
valuable gifts of which he was the bearer, and 
as he approached the ‘torrent he was attacked 
by assassins. Surrounded by these banditti, 
the nephew of Anselino uttered piercing shrieks, 
and the heroic instrument of God's vengeance 
instantly appeared. Alone, and armed with a 
massy club, he overthrew and slew the leader 
and his band; one only escaped his rage, and 
the perfidious wretch as he fled, wreaked his 
vengeance on Conrad, whoin he precipitated in- 
to the torrent. 
The wounded Recluse, surrounded by dead 
bodies, had now no enemies to fight with: bat he 
no longer saw the pupil of Anselmo. The gar- 
ments of the victim caught his eye as they float- 
ed alongthe torrent, and the couqueror plunged 
into the stream, and, for the second time, saved 
the life of Conrad. 








*The father of Dejanira. 


4To be Continued ) 
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FOR THE LADIFS’ LITERARY CABINET. 


THE LEGEND OF THE STONE TOUSE, 
OR LOVE CURED BY FRIGHT. 


(Continued from page 133.) 


After fishing one day at Jacob’s Rocks, 
he started for the shore and landed 
where he had on the night of the storm. 
Fellowing the same course he had on 
that evening, he ascended the stone- 
lvouse mount, and looking around him 
he clambered down the hill anxiously 
hoping to see, yet fearfal of encounter- 
ing the strange being. At length he 
came to the platform in front of the en- 
trance into his habitation. After hesita- 
ting a few moments he mustered resolu- 
tion enough to creep under the shelving 
rock and boldly descended into the room. 
All was vacant, nothing appeared to have 
been there. A few old pieces oF boards 
lay scattered about the floor; but no- 
thitig further was discovered. 

On his re-ascending from the gloomy 
place, he steered his course for the 


‘man’s house was frequently enlivened 
with the members of the neighbouring 
families The young people often met in 
\parties, each ass with her rustic gallant, 
to spend asocial evening. Among these 
‘rustics wis one Nicholas Pettit, com- 
‘monly called Nick Pet. He was always 
‘the foremost in any kind of frolic. His 
‘clownish figure and gait was often the 
|but of ridicule among the girls, behind 
his back ; for they liked the drollery of 
‘his company too well to openly offend 
‘him. Nick knew he was ugly and mis- 
‘shapen, but he had a large share of 
‘vanity, and prided himself much on his 
‘Skill in pleasing the gals, as he always 
‘called them. An old chuff also, who 
jived where he resided, was all the 
‘company he was in the habit of associ- 
ating with for a number of years, until 
che by his perseverance, and fairly on 
account of his consummate skill in fun, 
‘made himself acquainted with the young 
‘company in the vicinity. 

| At the period of our history Nick was 





farm-house. The German was absent, 
but the old lady and Emily being a 
home recognised in bum the fisherman 
who had lodged there on the night of 
the storm. Hobbs recounted to them 
the adventure of the man whom he had 
found under his boat, swearing he be- 
lieved the devil was in him. The sight 
of Emily again awakened the tender 
emotions of our fisherman’s heart.— 
With eagle eyes he watched her every 
motion, while she unconscious of his 
feelings, amused herself in conversation, 
and often fixed her large dark eyes 
smiling on his wrinkled weather-beaten 
countenance. As Hobbs was about ta- 
king his leave the German came home, 
and was not a little surprised to see his 


old lodger. He accompanied him to/|| 


the shore, and a part of the fish which 


Hobbs had caught that day was offered, | 


and they parted. In passing opposite 
the stone-house, he paddled his boat 
fast, often casting a side glance on the 
shore to see if he could discover the 
strange man, but nothing of bim was 
seen. 


~ Wt was customary among the inhabi- 
tants in tiis part of the country to visit 
strangers, on their first settling in the 
neighbourhood : consequently our Ger- 







in the habit of staying out late in the 
vening, scouring the country, as was 
supposed, in search of something to gra- 
tity his insatiable thirst for amusenient: 
‘The horse which he rode was well 
trained, and excellent for leaping fences 
‘and stone-walls. When any of the 
| neighbours saw tracks in their grains 
— they knew Nick had been pass- 
ing: for he seldam turned ovt of his 
course to avoid one, all were as common 
highway to him. 

One night he in passing near the 
stone-house, saw the old man of the 
cave, and went with him to his resi- 
dence ; what passed between them no 
one knew. His horse was found stand- 
ing in the field in the morning, and Nick 
|was seen about an hour afterwards clam- 
bering up the rocks by the cavern. And 
on his being questioned respecting visit- 
ing the stone-house, he refused to an- 
swer,,keeping profound silence. His 
actions’ begen to alter after this, and 
whenever the strange man was mention. 
ied he always looked grave, amd 
frightened. He often visi 
man’s family, and in a sh 
\fancy to Emily. Decen 
her treat him well, thodgh 
ity hated the sight of him. Ferdinand 
|was fond of his company, and appeared 


eT — 





a re —— 





to favour him, in his addresses towards 








ne 


his siste : Edwin, on the Contrary de. 
st i as much as his sister Emily, 
The 6M people seemed fond of his visit. 
ing the house, particularly the Germap, 


And it was not unfrequent for Ferg. 
nand, Nick and himself, to set UP after 


talk for whole hours in low voices, the 
subject of their conversation no ope 














n reali-. 


knew. Sometimes they would all three 
‘leave the house .at midnight, and be ab. 


‘sent until day-light: and always after 


these nightly perambulations, they were 
‘seen coming from towards the stone. 
house. They carried on this kind of 
‘midnight caucus and visiting for some 
‘months, when the family begun to sus- 
pect all was not right. 
Edwin was determined to watch 
nd see what object induced them to 

so frequent absence at such unseasons 
,ble hours. Accordingly one night he 
faietended to retire to bed as usual, and 
slipping out at the back door of the house 
concealed himself behind a thick clump 
‘of bushes, until they all sallied out ani 
lenesee the place where he had taken 
his stand. He then followed them.al 
a distance until] he saw them enter the 
‘thicket of trees near the ledge of rocks, 
where the old man of the cave was sail 
to make his appearance ; he then sudden: 
‘ly lost sight of them. He, however, ip- 
proached the spot where they had dit 
appeared, and carefully looked arouud 
and listened, when he thought he heard 
sounds of voices issuing out from among 
the rocks, a short distance from him. 
Creeping slowly and silently along to the 
spot from whence they seemed to pr 
ceed, he clambered down the rocks by 
the light of the moon, which dimly she! 
its light among the broken fragments ¢l 
stones around him. Shortly he came" 
the entrance which Ferdinand has dit 
covered on the first morning of their tf 
sidence in that part of the country. 





‘the rest of the family had retired, ang < 
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Stopping, and listening attentively, be. § 


could plainly hear the voices of his father 


and Nick in close conversation, and eve & 


ry now and then a strange hoarse voice, 
could gather nothing from the ome 
tion, further than that Emily was t 

subject of it. After sitting scme time, 








he 


boldly determined to enter the place 


which Sounded louder than the rest. He § 
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where they were ; and having divested 
himself of his loose coat, he crept under 
the shelving rock at the entrance and 
discovered by a lantern which scarcely 
threw light enough to distinctly see ob- 
jects a yard distant from it, his father 
and Nick seated in one corner of a 
square stone-room, directly opposite sat 
Ferdinand, at the foot of something lay- 
ing stretched out on the floor of the room. 

The awkward situation in which he 
had placed himselfas eve-dropper, made 
him ashamed to enter, and while he was 
deliberating what to do; whether to 
turn back or intrude himself into their 
company, they all started up, and one 


seizing the light held it up to his face, to! Reet: 
'|nary of Miss White, to present you this 


by his presence, their midnight conclave | *lver medal as a testimony of our es- 


see who it was that presumed to disturb 


‘‘What is your object presumptous 
boy ?” exclaimed his father, on recog- 
nizing Edwin, ‘* Why seek you to in- 
trude upon our secret deliberations ?” 

‘‘ | seek nottointrude, honored sir,” 
replied Edwin fixing his large dark eyes 
on the form of the man of the cave, as 
he rose from where Ferdinand had been 
sitting. ‘* But who have you here ?”— 
pointing to the object. *v 

‘* Retire my son,”’ 
ther. 
er to reveal the secret of discovering us 
in this place, at your peril.” 

Edwin answered not, but fixed was 
his gaze on the strange being which in- 
habited the spot. At length recovering 
himself a little he thus addressed bis 
father :— 

‘*¢ You enjoin on me secrecy, and se- 
crecy I swear by earth, sea, and sky ; 
but think not my honored sir, that I do 
it from fear. No other motive actuates 
me than your welfare. To serve you, I 
would explore ocean’s pathless wast 
and traverse earth’s remotest bounds. I 
now in return ask you what strange 
and unaccountable being is that which 
you and my brother thus steal to at the 
midnight hour, in this den, fit only 
for the savage beasts of the forest to 
dwell; deserting your home and the 
bosom of your family ? I ask you what 
mysterious being is that who stands 
frowning so tremendously? This in- 


|Our readers will recollect some few weeks 
since, our publishing an anecdote of a Paw 
nec chief, then on a visit at the city of Wash- 
ington. The following is the Address of the 
young ladiesof Miss White’s Seminary at that 
place, on presenting him witha silver medal, 
descriptive of the heroic action. The reply 
of this untutored son of the forest, to them, 
though short, shows the disinterested motives 
which sometimes influence our red brethren 
to daring acts in a good cause; aud we are 
Lappy to see our fair country woinen so ready 
to bestow the meed of praise on those, towhom 
praise is due — 


ADDRESS. 


Brother—I have been requested by 
my school mates, the young ladies you 
see around me, belonging to the semi- 








teem and admiration for the courage and 


|humanity you have manifested towards 


},OUr sex. 


Brother—The fame of your good ac- 
tions has reached us though you dwell 
so far away, and inhabit the trackless 
wilderness ; for the fame of good ac- 








answered his fa-|! 
‘* But ere you depart swear nev- 


jtions never dies, but spreads like t 
‘light of the sun over the face of t 
earth, and diffuses comfort and happiness 
wherever it extends. 


Brother we have heard of your hu- 
manity and ccurage in rescuing a young 
squaw, of the Paduca nation from a 
cruel death and still more cruel torture, 
and leading her back to her home and 
tribe. It was the influence of the Great 
Spirit operating on your heart, and may 
italways so operate. Your white bre- 


Brother—The thoughts of this good 
deed will be to you like the spirits of 
your fathers breathing in your heart 
comfort and joy ia the winter of age and 
amidst the solitudes of the forest, ~. 

Brother—Be thus always kind and 
generous tooursex. ‘The brave always 
love to protect the feeble and the help- 
Hless, and the Great Spirit has made both 
white women and red women weak and 
helpless. 

Brother—Accept this token of our 
esteem——always wear it for our sakes. 
and when again you have the power to 
save a poor woman from death and tor- 
ture—think of this and us, and fly to 
her relief and rescue. 


THE PAWNEE’S REPLY. 

Brothers and Sisters—This will give 
me ease more than | ever had, and I will 
listen, more than I ever did to white 
men. 


I am glad that my brothers, and sisters 








have heard of the good act that I have 
done. My brothers and sisters think 














that I did it in ignorance, but | now 
know what J have done. 

I did it inignerance and did not know 
that I did good; but by giving me this 








medal I know it. 











Sas 
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OLD MAIDS. 


A sprightly writer expresses his opin- 
ion of old maids, in the following man- 
ner :— 








thren admire and honour such virtue, 


generosity and heroism. 


and your nation—it is like the odour of 
sweet flowers. The Great Spirit will 
bless you for it; because he always 
blesses those who perform good deeds, 
—Wherever you go the white man and 
white woman will be your friends ; be- 
cause you have been a friend to one in 








distress and danger ; and because they 





ere I quit this gloomy cavern.” 


explicable mystery must be unravelled 
(To be continued.) | 





love and respect those who do good to 
each other. 


| 





[ am inclined to believe that many of 


and will always esteem their red breth-|ithe satirical aspersions cast upon old 
ren in proportion as they display this || maids, tell more to their credit than is 
You see wellgenerally imagined. 
are all young but we love and admire|/markably neat in her person? ‘she 
enevolence and courage, whatever be || will certainly die an old maid.” 
the colour of the skin that covers them. || particularly reserved towards the other 

Brother—The report of this good ac-|jsex, ‘she has all the squeamishness of 
tion has filled us with esteem for you jjan old maid.” 


Is a woman re- 


Is she 


Is she frugal in her ex- 
penses, and exact in her domestic con- 
cerns? ‘‘she is cut out for an old maid,”’ 
and if she is kindly humane to the ani- 
mals about her, nothing can save her 
from the appellation of ‘an old maid.’ 
In short I have always observed, that 
neatness, modesty, economy and hu-. 
manity, are the never failing character- 
istics of that terrible creature ‘an eld 


maid.” 
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VARIETY. | Noah and his wife with his three sons|ilike other heiresses, had a humerous 
jand their wives—and nine, the lepers |/train of suiters. 
AMUSEMENT. 


. | cleansed by our Saviour ; there was ten, « Among the rest young William bow'd, 
THE CARDS CURIOUSEY SPIRITUALIZED. Hbut only one returned to offer his tribute|/ But never talk’d of love.” 
One Richard Middleton, a soldier, at- 


of thanks; and a ten of the ten com- 
tending divine service with the rest of |{mandments. 
a regiment in a church in Glasgow in-| Richard then took a knave, placed it 
stead of pulling out a bible, like his bro- |i beside him, and passed on to the queen 
ther soldiers, to find the parson’s text,|/on which he observed as follows. ‘ This ’ ae 
spread a pack of cards before him. queen reminds me of the queen of She- aaa ant ae8 ee — Their eyes 
This singular behaviour did not pass ha, who came from the uttermost parts had ey confesse ‘a mutual flame before 
unnoticed by the clergyman, and the Hof the earth to hear the wisdom of Solo- he could erage pBrigtoteey to disclose 
sergeant of the company to which helimon; as her companion the king of his passions. ance threw in his way 
belonged. The latter in particular com- heaven. a oon Magetgeet’& They were 
manded him to put up the cards—andj} « Well,” returned the mayor, “ you alone. A er _ awkward silence of 
on his refusal conducted him, after] have given me avery good description||°°™° ee a ont took her 
church, before the mayor, to whom he} of all the cards except the knave. hand. Pocerst —his voice faltered— 
preferred a formal complaint of Rich-} «1f your honour will not be angry ee ee res seeeeet, wera ae 
ard’s behaviour during divine service. with me, returned Richard, | can give boars aor Sate spoke the 
‘Well soldier,” said» the mayor, you the same satisfaction on that as on —_ a Sen en Sly be raat 
‘‘ what excuse have you to offer for this any in the pack. whelmed with confusion, ‘stammered 
scandalous behaviour ? if you can make| out—‘ Go—ask MY FATHER. 











































He was a young man of inestimable 
worth and talents, which Louisa was no} 
the last to discover ; but he possessed 
no small share of that diffidence usually 


** No,” said the mayor. 





any apology or assign any reason for it} ‘* Well,” returned the soldier, ‘the — 

tis well—if you cannot, assure yourself! knave I know is the sergeant who|| Happening in company, the conver 
that { will cause you to be severely pun- | hrought me before you.” sation turned upon remarkable instances 
ished for it.””—*‘ Since your honour is so 


good,’ replied Richard, ‘as to permit} 
me to speak for myself an’t please your 
Lordship, I ‘have been eight days upon} 
the march with a bare allowance of| 
sixpence per day, which your honour 
will allow is not hardly sufficient to main- 


** I don’t know,” replied the mayor,||of longevity, when a gentleman related 
hether he be the greatest knave or|| the following anecdote : 
, but 1 am sure he is the greatest!] While travelling through a remote 
dol.” part of the state, | heard the cry ofa 
The soldier then continued as follows. person apparently in distress, and soon 
When I count the number of dots in perceived a man, whose hairs were 
, - : a pack of cards, there are 365, so many |i whitened by age, sitting in front of a log 
tan a man i meat, drink and 'wash- ii days are there in a year; when I count hut, weeping. I enquired the cause of 
ing, and other necessaries, and conse- how many cards ina pack, I find 52;|/his sorrow. ‘ My father has been beat- 
sequently he may want. without buying so many weeks there are in a year;|ling me,” replied he. 1 was much sur- 
a bible or prayer-book.’ . On Saying when I reckon how many tricks are won prised at his answer, and extremely de- 
this Richard drew out ‘his packet of} by a pack I find there are 12, so many |isirous to see the father of a man so very 
cards and presenting — of the aces toll months are, there in a year. Sothatliaved. ‘Sir, 1 should be highly gratified 
the omg! ens his address to the }ipi, pack of cards is a bible, almanac and - speak with your father.’ «« You can 
Wee, riety + ol } 2 prayer-book to me. see him if you choose,” he replied— 
nm! see an ace, may it p ease! The mayor called his servants, order-||« he is in the house.” Upon entering 
your honour it reminds me that there is Jed them to entertain the soldier well,|ithe hut, I discovered the father sitting 
oy one tea neon Wwoligave him a piece of money, and stid helapon a bench, smoking bis pipe. | 
or three, the former puts me in mind ofl was the cleverest fellow he ever sawemformed him of the conversation that 
in his life. Whad passed between myself and his 800, 


the Father, and Son, and the latter of} 
and ventured to enquire his reason for 
iibeating so aged aman. ‘ Why,” said 


the Father, Son, and Holy Ghost—the 
four calls to my remembrance the four 
Evangelists, Matthew, Mark, Luke and} , 
tes - ee | he, “‘ the lazy rascal would not kelp bis 
grandfather cut wood this morpilg 
when I bade him, and so | thought be 


John—the five, the five wise virgins 
who were ordered to trim their lamps, 

deserved a. bit of a flogging for bis obsti- 
macy.” 








| 















——— 


COURTSHIP. 


} The most sentimental courtship which 
we have ever heard or read of took 







there were ten indeed, but five Feast place not long since within the circle 6 
worship miay remember were foolish— Hour acquaintance. Louisa was the only 
six, that in six days God created heaven |ichild of a gentleman, who blessed with 
atid earth—seven, that on the seventh jaffluence, had spared no pains to improve 
day he rested from all that he had made iby a liberal education the graces which 
—and eight, of the eight righteous per- | 4 
sons preserved from the deluge, viz :} 


come 
é Deliberate with caution, but act with 
nature had lavished upon his daughter. ||decision ; and yield with graciousness; 
In short, Louisa was an heiress, andj}or oppose with firmness. 
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ODE TO THE MEMORY OF BURNS, 

Written for his Anniversary, Jan. 25th, 1822. 

To Scotia’s Bard whase meltin’ sang, 
Thro’ a’ her wildwoods ringin’ 

Won ilka heart—ec’en charm'd the thrang 
Of bonnie birdies singin’. 

To Scotia’s Bard—this joyous night 
We toom the fu'est glasses, 

An’ ask frae Heaven its holiest light, 
To beam on Lads au’ Lasses. 


Yes! now oh, great, unrivall’d Burus! 
Iik Scot's warm heart is swellin’, 

Its proudest feelin’ fondly taras 
To thy high, hallow’d dwellin’. 

An’ while, wi’ raptur'd e’en, he sees 
The nations a’ adore thee, 

Blest angeis in yon hallow’d skies 
Flash dazzling splendours o'er thee. 


Sweet Bard o’ Ayr! meek nature's child! 
Auld Scotia’s grace an’ glory ; 

Till frae Creation lures exil’d, 
Thy name shall bloom in story. 

This night—this night—thro’ a’ the warld 
Where men revere the thistle; 

Her flag waves o’er thy urn unfori'd, 
Thy fume commands her whistle. 


The flower-wove veil whan Simmer draws 
O’er Ayr's clear glomin’ bosom, 

On bank an’ brae whan sweetly blaws 
The hawthorn’s honour'd blossom, 

Ob! matchless Burns! thy spirit then 
O’er the dear landscape hovers ; 

Thy sangs, in ilka peacefu’ glen, 
Gie soul an’ speech to lovers. 


An’ there, array'd in heavenly sheen, 
Tier thrillin’ numbers breathin’, 
Thy semblance dear wi’ holly green, 
Thy gentle Coila’s Wreathin’. 
Then, till thy tomb at Alloway, 
Hie youth an’ blusbin’ beauty ; 
There bend their braids in tender wae, 
An’ sing an’ say aboot ye. 


. Oh Scots’ wha’ in this westlin clime 
Far frae your native heather, 
Gie honor till the son o’ rhyme 
Wha was fair virtue’s blither, 
Come—toom the glass again—again 
To him the Bard an’ a’ that, ~ 
~ ‘Whase proad heart pour’d the noble strain— 
* A man’s a man for a’ that!” 
S—of New-Jersey. 
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ON THE DEATH OF J H 

Why! weep my parents, floods of tears, + 
I'm free from every pain, 

Descending friends—bid banish fears, 

For we may meet again. 
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To yonder gate, with golden hue, 
They bid me with them fly, 
They tell me you are welcome too, 
‘ And you must shortly die.’ 


A star shines bright above the rest, 
To lead us on our way 

Where songs do welcome every guest, 
Aud smiles as soft as day. 


‘ That little load of heavy clay, 
Consign it to the dust,’ 

My spirit’s free in heaven to stray 
Where you should put your trust. 


‘Your anguish cease! and sigh no more,’ 
They call me back again, 
Yon Spirit bright, but Him adore, 
You loose each bitter pain. 
ESTO. 
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FRAGMENT.* 
(Translation from the French.) 


Ah, can you leave me ?—hear, O hear my pray- 
er ; 

You wife,—your children all about you bap 

With hearts ensanguine—O, this blasting pa 

Will kill the innocents ; and could you bear 

To see them droop and fade away, like flowers 

Of tender stem, that weep to death ’neath show- 
ers 

Of the relentless cloud ?—see this sweet child, 

It has its father’s eye,—his smile,—his lip,— 

His every feature ;—shall the tempest clip 

A gem so spotless,— pure and undefiled? 

I’ve seen you take the cherub on your knee, 

And kiss its pouting lips, and proudly say, 

‘ This boy shall mingle in the battle’s fray 

And fight,—and bleed,—and set his country 
free! 

Those times are past, alas, I fear for me 

They were too blissful;—'twas but a bright 
vision 

Passing fleetly,—to be crushed by derision! 

Husband!—if you will leave me,—hear the last 

Fond parting words of her—whose ardent kiss 

Once made you seek no other home than this: 

Hear me,—then leave me but to bless the past! 

A thousand bards may sing your warlike fame, 

A thousand foes may tremble at your name, 

A thousand chiefs may die at your behest, 

A theusand maids may sigh upon your breast, 

But, Oh!—you will not—cannot for your life, 

Forget your children and your faithful wife! 

When in the pageant courts of royal gear, 

When in the battle barbed with sword and 
spear, 

When wounded, dying—in the ruthless strife, 

Ob, name and bless your children and your wife! 

HAROLD. 


* Supposed to be Penclope’s farewell to Ulys- 
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FOR THE LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 


— 


THE CHANGES OF THE HEART. 


The changes we see, in this bleak world of paiu, 
Like the waves of the ocean are passing ; 
And they flow on, as deep—but return soon 
again, 
To join with the wrefched in weeping. 


When the winds of rude winter, their fury have 
spent, 
Soon they change like the breezes of even; 
And the calm gale of summer, as deceitful has 
lent, 
All of hope !—to remiud us of Heaven. 


When the spring of our hopes, and the tide of 
our grief 
Has gone, and still Jeft us in sorrow; 
Tho’ the changes seem hard, yet the mind seeks 
relief 
In the balm, and the hope of to-morrow ! 


But wore changing than these, is the warmth 0; 
the heart, 
When the passions of nature assail it; 
For the sigh that it breathes, it no sooner impart, 
Than we're often soon led to bewail it. 
WALSTANE. 





West-Point, Feb. 20, 1822. 





YOR THE LANTES LITERARY CABINE’ 


THE TRAGIC MUSE. 
The heart is melted by the tragic muse, 
She points the dagger, fills the poisoned bowi, 
And all the passions which the mind confuse, 
Which rage in troubled breasts without con- 
troul, 
Which cloud the brow and harrow up the soul, 


j|She brings with frowns of darkness on tbe 


stage, 
Black revenge, and hatred’s angry scowl, 
Burns with wild fary, which no smiles assuage, 
And foams and frets with deep and deadly 
rage. 
By her we sec guilt in its wiles eusnared, 
And virtue rise with bright unclouded beam, 
We view the arm of dreadful justice bared, 
Of hated vice, and blasts the dark laid scheme, 
The wicked demon startles from his dream 
And looks around, with terror-sparkling eyes, 
And sees of light, a radiant, splendid stream, 
Then blinded with its rays, in wild surprise 
Sinks down to shades of gloom, ne’er more to 
rise. 


PHILARIO. 


SPEECHIFYING. 


Distrastful sense with modest caution speaks, 
It still looks home, and short excursions makes ; 
But rattliug nonsense in full vollies breaks, 

And never shocked, and never tnrned aside, 
Bursts out, resistless, with a thandering 





ses. 





tide. 


as 








From the Independent Balance. | 


The following Address was spoken by Mrs. 
Riddle, on the 22d. of February, inst. at the 
Prune-street Theatre, Philadelphia, 


WASHINGTON. 
AN ADDRESS FOR THE 22d. OF FEBRUARY. 


Return’d the day when 'mida gleomy time 

A ray of Freedom barst upon our clime, 

Long had the night of Tyranny outspread, 

Its ebon banner o’er Columbia's head ; 
Till the bright herald of this cheering morn, 
Told to the world a WASHINGTON was born 
Prophetic Vision future scenes glanc’d o'er, 
Saw Freedom’s standard planted on our shore ; 
And, gazing on the infant boy, proclaim’d 

A statesman honour’d and a hero fam‘d! 

As time roll’d on, aud infancy had past. 

Each year more treasures opening than the last! 
Boyhood shook off, and manhood’s step assuin‘d 
(While every Virtue every grace illumed,) | 








Delighted nature view ul her favourite son 

And proudly clasped the hero WASHINGTON, 
Wild asthe woods, and horrid asthe man! 
The Indian war-whoop thre’ our borders ran. 
The sword unsbeath’d; the martial phalanx 


true, 
Left the fair field the savage to pursue ; 








Firm at their head the intrepid hero stood, 
Where danger rode upon-a sea of blood! 
Where the brave soldier in the battle fell, 


See in confusion terror-struck they yield, 
While blood incarnadines the fatal field. 
What gallant regiment shields them as they run! 
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NEW-YORK, 
SATURDAY, MARCH 9, 1822. 





A new and interesting work bas just made its 
appearance; published by Messrs. Myers & 
Smitb, of this city, being a journal of a “ Pedes- 


trian Tour of two thousand three hundred miles, |, 


to the Lakes, the Canadas, and the New-Eng- 
land States, performed in the autuwn of !82I, 
embellished with views.” It contains many in- 
tereating descriptions of the wonders of nature 
and art, which are scattered over the vast re- 
gion of country travelled throygh by the author. 
He bas interspersed his narrative with a variety 
which we think cannot fail of pleasing the read- 
er. We have hastily glanced over the work, 
and wandered with him through many romantic 
scenes, which a residence in the western part of 
this state had rendered familiar to us; and must 
say, it gave us pleasure to again, in imagination, 
revisit some of those spots which in a masterly 
Style are described by him. We therefore cau- 
not bat wish his work that success which it so 
richly merits. 


Ata meeting held at Washington Hall on Wed- 
nesday evening last, his honour the Mayor, pre- 
ided ; it was resolved that an equestrian statue 
bronze, with appropriate ornaments and in- 
be erected in some conspicuous part 

of this city, to the memory of Grorcre Waen- 
INGTON, the illustrious father of his country, in 
a style commensurate with his fame, and cow- 
porting with the dignity and character of the 
metropolis of this important state. A coinmittee 
of eighteen were appointed to confer with the 





Virginia’s hopes! their chieftain WASHING. 
TON! 


When proud oppression sought Columbias 


shore, 
To stifie Freedom by the cannon’s roar ; 
When foreign armies cover’d o’er our strand, 
By force of arms to subjugate the land, 
When in collective wisdom the decree 
Was given forth! that all men were born free, 
Aud when a host of freemen rush’d to show, 
Neo neck would bow to an imperious foe. 
Whe ted Columbia's heroes to the fray! 
The harbinger of an uaclouded day, 
Rising in splendour o’er a troubled wave, 
Resolv’d our bark of liberty to save ; 
To light the weary mariner to the coast, 
Whose chart was ivjured and whose compass, 
lost, 
Who was this cheering guide—this radient sun, 
, Each heart responds “twas our own WASHING- 
TON. 
Then, as revolving years bring round the time, 
That gavethis treasure to Columbia’s clime, 
Beats not each heart in unison to prove, 
Bho’ gone the hero, stiii remzins our love! 
“And tho? in fife the laurel grac’d his head, 
The solemn cypress mourns the patriot dead, 
While each old soldier proudly tells his son 
I fought and bled beneath great WASHING- 


hon. the Corporation, in carrying the same into 
effect. 
= * 

Monday last, being the day in which the 
members of the Legislature were to take the 
oath ander the new Constitution, the event was 
celebrated In most of the principal places in this 
state. In this city, a grand military parade, 
firing of cannon, and ringiag of bells, gave life | 
totheday. In the evening, brilliant illumina. 
tions of the public places, fire works, &c. and 
several bands of music enlivened the scene. 


Amazon.—A bill has passed the Legislature 


TO CORRESPON DENTs. 
The lines of “Estalio,” “ Juvenis, 
ral others are received, but too late for attentio: 


—_—_—_—_—_—____._. 
MARRIED, 


On Saturday evening last, by the Rev. \, 
McCiay, Mr. John Hunt, to Miss Jane Ticg, 
both of this city. 

On the same evening, by the Rev. Mr Brient. 
nall, Mv. William» McLaughlin, to Miss Maria 
Burling, daughter of Mr. Ebenezer Burling, ai 
of this city. 

On Sunday cvening last, by the Rev. J.W, 
Broadbead, Mr. Aaron Smith of Liverpool, to 
Miss Mary Lloyd, of this city. 

On Monday last, by the Rev. Mr. Soule, Mr 
Nathanie! C. Hart, to Miss Hannah Lockwood. 

On Monday last, by the Rev. Mr. Miller, 
William Benson, Esq. late from Europe, to Mix 
Maria Vineent, daughter of widow Elizabeth 
| Vincent, of Jersey City. 

On Tuesday evening last, by the Rev. Dy 
Milnor, Mr. Louis Bellemere, to Miss Julia A! 
; fetta Warne, both of this city. 


_— —- 


DIED, 


On Saturday last, Mrs. Rebecca Trenchari, 
wife of Mr. Samuel Trenchard. 

On Monday evening last, in the 40th year o! 
his age, Mr. John Webber. 

On Tuesday morning, Mrs. Huldah Brows, 
in the 22d year of her age, wife of Isaac Brows, 
after along and painful illness. 

On Wednesday morning, much lamented, Mrs 
Elizabeth M. Griswold, aged 29 years, wile of 
Mr. Jobn Griswold, merchant of this city, avd 
only daughter of Zachariah Huntington, Esy of 
Norwich, Conn. 

On Wednesday morning last, after a short ill 
ness, Mr William Taylor, aged 46. 

At Washington city, on the 25th ult. Ho 
William Pinckney, a senator in Congress from 
the state of Maryland. 


4 
LETTER-PRESS PRINTING. 
PaMPuLets, Canps, Hanpsiis, Circt: 


Lars, &c &e. executed with neatness and dis- 
patch, at the office of the Ladies’ Literary Ct 





of Pennsylvania, granting an annuity to Molly 
Macanly, for the services she rendered during | 
the revolutionary war. It appeared that this. 
heroine had braved the hardships of the camp. | 
and dangers of the field, with her husband who | 
was a soldier of the revolution; and the bill in! 
her favour passed without a dissenting voice. 


The application of spirits of turpentine to the | 
feet of cattle or horses will effectually prevent 
them from freezing ; and will also cure those | 
which have been frozen. The same effects are 
produced by a similar application to any part of | 








TON. 


the human body, which may be exposed to se. | 


Post office. 


ceived at the. publisher's offices No. 15 Cedar: 
street, and No. 30 William-st. directly opposite 
the Post- Office. 
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PRINTED AND PUBLISHED 
BY NATHANIEL SMITH & CO. 





directly opposite the Post-Office ; to whom 
communications (post paid) may be 
addressed. 





vere cold, 


| Terms, 4 dolls. per year —Couniry subscribers 


to pay in advance. 


: and 8eVe- 


his week.  * O—of the West,” is also on file, 


binet, No. 30 William-st. directly opposite the 


(<3> Subscriptions for the Cabinet, © 


At No. 15 Cedar-street, and 30 William-stree; | 
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